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AFTER TEARS IN THE EAST, IN THE MVSTICAL 
FORTRESS OF SHAMBHALA, I HAVE RETURNED TO 
NEW yORK. I PLANNED TO TAKE UP THE IWANTLE 
OF THE SHAPOW ONCE MORE, AND WITH THE AID 
OF MV NETWORK, FIGHT THE FORCES OF EVIL. 


AT PLAN'S PRETTy MUCH 
DOWN THE CRAPPER. 





















^ PRICES ^ 
ARE A LITTLE 
PONT 

^OU THINI^ 


WARD DENIED ^ 


HE'S SOTTEN THE BANKS TO 
BELIEVE THEV CAN FOZECLOSE 
ON MV PROPERTIES. MAROO SATS 
HE'S "HACKEP" INTO THE BANK'S 
COMPUTER. WHATEVER THAT MEANS. 


I KNOW THIS MUCH- 
MEANS WE'RE BROKE. 


le HAVE NOWHERE TO 
0 ANP NO RESOURCES 
■O STRENGTHEN OUR 
POSITION. IT'S BAP. 












Fyou HEAR THAT?^ 
SOMEONE'S STANPINS 
UP TO THOSE HOOPS 
WE'VE SEEN AROUND 
. HERE. HE'S IN . 
TROUBLE. ^ 


you esALLy^^ 
feoiNe TO TRy to PUAyi 
I THE HBRO? you CAN J 
^ BARELy MOVE. ^ 


^WeHB IN TROUBLE^ 
I'LL CALL THE POLICE. 
THEy'LL DEAL WITH IT. 
IT'S THEIR JOB. ^ 


^ IF I'M KILLED, ^ 
NO ONE WILL BOTHER 
^O HUNT you DOWN^ 


IXyOUVE LosfX 
{ EVERyrHiNe \ 
BECAUSE m ' 
ENEMy WANTED 
TO KEEP ME FROM 
POINS WHAT I DO. I 
, I CAN'T LET J 

\that happen.^ 


^^yBE I WAS 
A LITTLE HARSH, 
BUT- ^ 


7*^anp how 

' IS yOUR SETTINe ' 
yOURSELF H/UBP 
i, SOINS TO HELP ; 

ME? ^ 


'OKAy, MAyBE^ 
HE'S A i/rriB 
L IMPRESSIVE. 







^ DERPICK, you ^ 
r ALWAVS WERE STRANSB, ^ 
BUT NOW FOR REAL VOU MUST 
1 BE OUT OF yOUR MINP. . 
THAT'S WHAT I THINIC^^ 


T' youR Boy ^ 
WAS PBAUNS 
RISHT IN FRONT OF 
yT m STORE. ^ 


•^UNNIN© OUR~ 
BOy OFF. WHAT IS 
THAT? ^ 


" MISHT BE yoUR STORE, ^ 
BUT IT'S OUR SIDEWALK. AND NOW 

you eoT TO pat up. compbnsatb 

^ US FOR WHAT WE I-0ST/__^ 


Y I KNOW yoUR MAMA, ^ 
BOy. SHE'S A SOOD LAPy. 
HOW DO you THINK SHE'D 
FEEL TO SEE yOU . 
LIKE THIS. 


I'M TAKING 
fCARE OF BUSINBSB. 
i THAT'S HOW SHE 
RAISED ME.^-- 


HEARD ENOUShTN. 
f NOW you ARE GOINS > 
' TO TAKE US INSIDE AND 
OPEN THAT SAFB, OR I'M 
GOING TO DROP yOU 
L RIGHT HERE. I AIN'T , 
V GOING TO TELL > 
you AGAIN. 










r WHAT ” 
THE HELL IS 

L that? ^ 


F' you ARE '1 
'one CORNV-ASSl 
VieiLANTE. LET'S 
SEE you SO 
L I CAN SHOOT J 
^ you. ^ 



( PAy THE PRICE 

1 FOR youR 
INIQUITy.^ 

1 . 

His'l 

my., t 









NO, 

I'M OKAV. 


^A/AIT A MINUTE.^ 
AEE you ROLLIN0 
THIS 6Uy? ^ 


"yoi/ P/PMT 
r/y/Mfe’ TAEKF 
ONLVTHRBSOF 
THEM PIP you." 


RETURN TO ^ 
yoUR ESTABLISHMENT 
? PHONE THE AUTHORITIES. 
THEy'LL REMOVE TOUR 
ASSAILANTS.^^J^ 





I'P HOPED 
TO DEAL WITH THIS 
NON-VtOLBNTLy, BUT 
I SUESS THAT'S NOT 
k SOINS TO HAPPEN.^ 


COME ON 

r OUT OF THERE. 1 
' you SOT OPTION A) ' 
you THROW DOWN 
THE SUNS AND PUT TOUR 
, HANDS UP. AND yOU , 
> SOT OPTION Bjyou J 
^ GET SHOT.^^ 


fov. SOME CHICK^ 
IS SOINS TO KICK 
yOUR ASSES FROM 
L ABOVE. THAT'S . 
L. OPTION C. ^ 



^WHAT'S^ 
yoUE NAME?^ 


r PONT ^ 
WOEEV. WE'LL BE 
L IN TOUCH. A 


r IT'S wHv ^ 

THEV CALL HIM 
^HE SHAPOW^ 


NO ONE EVEN^ 
KNOWS IF HE IS 
TRULY HUMAN. . 


r you CAN ONLV^ 
KNOW THAT HE IS AS 
MUCH TO BE FEAREP 




, FORCE^ 
OF NATURE 


WHAT, you ^ 
HAVE TO PROVE 
yOU'RE STILL A 

^ MAM? ^ 


ri STILL THINKT 
IT WAS STUPID. 

thoush kind of 
^ IMPRBSSIVB. ^ 


IT I really 
' HOPE you ARE ' 
NOT ATTEMPTINS 
l TO FURT 
^—.^ITH ME. Jk 




/ WE ^ 

f ESTABLISHED VOU \ 
SAVE A RIDE TO A I 
BEAUTIFUL VOUNS SIRL 
AND A WOUNDED MAN. i 
iv WHERE DID you _ 
W TA<E THEM? -j ffl 


rKyLE, WHAT^ 
WORD OF OUR 
QUARRV? ^ 


I TOLD you.^s 
I DON'T REMEMBER. 
SOME BAD MOTEL, 
BUT I DON'T KNOW, 

LT which one.^/ 


r DO you^ 

REMEMBER 
^ NOW? ^ 







r HOW'S THE ^ 
MEMORV COMINS 
ALON6? ^ 


r SEE, THAT^ 
WASN'T SO HARD, 
L WAS IT? ^ 


Y' THAT'S A BIS 
TIP FOR TAKINS VOU TO 
, THE CRAPPIEST MOTEL , 
L. IN BROOKtyN. ^ 


rwE ARE IN THE^ 
BRONX. IF ANVONE 
ASKS, WE'RE IN / 
THE BRONX^a 


^ XEAH. WHAT 
MEANT. THE BRONX 
, WHAT'S WRONS , 
WITH ME? ^ 


IN THE 

f MATTER OF LOCATINS ^ 
MR. CRANSTON'S LOCATION, 
WE ARE IWAKINS 
V CONSIPBRABUB / 
PROGRESS. ^ 













wow. 


I HAVE THE MEANS^^*® 
T TO CONDUCT ADVANCED 1 
EXPERIMENTATION. I BELIEVE 
I CAN, BY COMBINING THE 
KNOWLEDGE OF THE EAST AND 
THE WEST, DISCOVER THE KEV 
L TO REVERSING THE AGING A 
PROCESS. 

BUT RUNNING THIS^^H 
W EQUIPMENT, AND THE RAW W 

■ MATERIALS THEMSELVES, ■ 

■ WILL BE MORE EXPENSIVE ■ 
uL THAN you CAN IMAGINE. Ji 

need wealth, 


you WILL SEE TO 

Y THAT TOMORROW. THERE ^ 
^ IS SOMEONE you MUST CONTACT, 
BUT you WILL HAVE TO BE ON yOUR 
GUARD. READ HER FILE CAREFULLy. 
you WILL SEE SHE MAy BE AMONG 
i THE MOST TARGETS . 

tv I have ever directed you A 

i&lw TOWARD. 



terrific clearanc 


W AS you CAN 
r SEE, the necklace 
IS IN PBRFECr SHAPE, 
AND THE RECEIPT SAVS 
I BOUSHT IT ONLV 
. VESTEEDAy. FOE $500. ^ 
L. you CAN SEE THAT^ 


^ ySAH, I ^ 
CAN SEE THAT. ' 
iTHIS ALU LOOKS j 
^ EIGHT. ^ 


MATBE ^ 
ANOTHEE TIME, 
1^ CUTIE. ^ 


ri^y, WAIT^ 

MINUTE...THArS 
isNOT EISHT..^ 


r securityT^ 

yEAH, I'D LIKE 
TO EEPOET A 
^HYPNOSIS^ 



-l4 

^ / of COUESE?\ 
J ABSOLUTEUy. 

' \ DO you HAVE ; 
\A EECBIPT^j 

|^#20![8WM|| 














NVPP! 

FRBSZE. 


r eiVE MB A 
BREAK/\sm THAT 
ENOUGH PURSUIT 
^FOR ONE PAV?^ 



^^UNLOCK THE POORS^^^ 
r ANP LET ME OUT OF HERE. ^ 
you PERV. BELIEVE ME, I'VE 
FACEP WORSE THAN VOU, ANP 
, THEV PIPN'T ESCAPE WITH THEIR 
V PICKS STILL WIREP TO J 
THEIR BOPIES. ^ 


HOW PO 1 
j you KNOW My 

^^^IKNOW A LOT 

r ABOUT you, a4n/^ 

' MORE THAN yOU KNOW ABOUT « 
yoURSELF. you KNOW THAT f 
yoU'RE AN ORPHAN, ANP NO f 
.INFORMATION ABOUT yOUR FAMILy ■ 
\ EXISTS. EXCEPT I HAVE M 
^^THAT INFORMATIONL^^^ 


W TO MEET THAT MASTErT^^B 
ANP TO SEE THE AAAN IN ACTION. ^ ■ 
IF yoUR FILE PAINTS AN ACCURATE ■ ■ 
- PICTURE OF you, I THINK ^ 

^ you'l L ENJOy THIS. J ANP WHy 
IS 






yOU'RE TELLINS^ 
ME MV SEANDFATHEE IS 
THAT KHAN, THE NOTORIOUS 
S,^ CRIMINAL. -' 


^TWENTY PERCENT \ 
r OF ALL PROFITS WILL COME \ 
TO ME. you WILL MAKE YOUR 1 
BOOKS AVAILABLE TO ) 

L INSPECTION. THIS IS NOT J 

^ NEGOTIABLE.^..-—n 

r~~T NO, IT'S 

I Kbuushit. 


^^LEUNG IS RIGHtT^^® 
r I CAME HERE OUT OF ^ 
CURIOSITY. YOU ARE FAMOUS, ’ 
KHAN, FROM HISTOPy BOOKS, 
BUT YOUR FAME IS WORTH 
NOTHING TO US. I WILL SHOW, 
L MY SON, OMITRY, HOW I A 
g^SCORN SUCH THREATS;^^/* 









yEAH, ^ 
WE'EE SOOD 
.FOR THAT^ 


ri WAS FOR PAVINS 
ALL ALONG. THAT'S WHAT 
I sAio, Guys, RIGHT? you 
HBARP MB SAy IT;_^ 


THANK you 
ALL FOR COMING. ' 
I LOOK FORWARD TO 
L DOING BUSINESS 


KTLE HAS 

/ EXPLAINED BVERyTHING ^ 

r TO you. BATU, you are My ' 
ONLy LIVING R0LATIV0. 

I UNDERSTAND yoU SHOW 
SOME OF THE FAMILT TAL0NT. 

, you HAVE SEEN WHAT I CAN 
L DO, SO NOW I ASK, DO , 
^ you WISH TO LEARN A 
MORE? 





ANP HEReN 
IS. THE DATES 
MATCH UP. ^ 


DAMN CABBIE. I SHOULD HAVE 
LEFT HIM ALIVE. ALRIGHT, TIME^ 
TO FIGURE THIS OUT... 










SHOCKING News 
TONIGHT FROM THS 
. BRONX. - 


' ANeiPeRLY 
COUPLe GUNNGP 
POWN IN THeiR 
BSPS IN A BRONX 
I MOTBL ROOM... 


WHAT AEE you 
,eUS6ESTINe? 
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A BEHIND-THE-SCENES LOOK AT THE SHADOW NOW #2, FROM 
DAVID LISS’ SCRIPT TO DAVID COLTON’S LINE ART & COLORS 
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PANEL 1 

Exterior image. Night. A cheap motel with a flashing neon sign with the inevitable bumt- 
out letters. We can red RE HO K MOT L only. In the foreground, a haggard old woman 
in a tattered raincoat pushes a shopping cart down a deserted road — maybe a stripped car 
is visible on the side. This is a crappy motel in a crappy part of town. 

Right next to the motel we should be able to see a hardware store. It's going to be a part 
of the story later, so showing the proximity now would be useful. 

CAPTION 

After years in the east, in the mystical fortress if Shambhala, I have returned to New York. 
I planned to take up the mantle of the Shadow once more, and with the aid of my network, 
fight the forces of evil. 

That plan’s pretty much down the crapper. 

The network is gone, infiltrated and destroyed by my oldest enemy, Shiwan Khan. I've 
been shot. I have only one ally left — Margo Forsythe, the granddaughter of my old flame, 
Margo Lane. 

CAPTION 

She isn't happy to be here, but I guess it beats getting killed. 
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PANEL 1 

Interior of the motel. It's a dimly lit room full of run down furnishings — twin beds with tattered bedspreads, 
lamps with no shades, tom curtains, stained carpet, etc. The specifics are less important than the general 
feeling of sleaziness and filth. There should be take-out containers of food on the tabletops, maybe some 
bandages and other medical items. Let’s make sure to create the impression that a seriously injured man is 
staying in the room. Cranston lies on a bed, shirtless and bandaged around his upper chest and shoulder. In 
the previous issues he was shot in the back, below the shoulder, so bandage accordingly. He looks like crap. 
Margo stands over him, arms folded, looking unhappy. She wears jeans and a black t-shirt and looks good 
despite being tired and haggard. Her hair is a mess. 

CAPTION 

Though I doubt Margo would admit it. 

PANEL 2 

Margo injects Cranston in the arm with a hypodermic needle. Her expression shows her distaste. Cranston 
watches her, attempting to smile. 

CAPTION 

We've got killers after us and no resources. Margo hates being stuck with me, but doesn't dare strike out 
alone. 

I'll give her this. She makes the best of it and does her duty. 

CRANSTON 

You'd make a fine nurse. All you need is the uniform. 

MARGO 

God, you're such a relic. They do allow women to be doctors now. 

CRANSTON 

And lawyers too, from what I hear. Where will it end? 

PANEL 3 

An angry Margo walks away from Cranston. He is still smiling at her. 

CAPTION 

She looks so much like her grandmother when she was young, but she's an entirely different person. I have 
to make sure I remember that. And she's got skills of her own. 

PANEL 4 

Exterior night. Let's make the color a little gray or something to indicate this is a flashback. Margo, in a 
hoodie, picks the lock of a store on an abandoned street. We can make out the word PHARMACY in the 
window. 

FLOATING TEXT 
The previous night. 

CAPTION 

With no money and no friends, she still found a way to get me antibiotics. She saved my life. Maybe a little 
grudgingly, but she did it. 

PANEL 5 

Back in the dimly-lit room, which is now even more dimly lit, Cranston lies asleep on the bed. Margo sits in 
a chair by the window, peeling back the curtains to peer out. 

CAPTION 

She threw her lot in with the Shadow Agency. Maybe she thought she had to because of who her grand¬ 
mother was. Maybe she wanted to understand her past. 

CAPTION 

Whatever she was looking for, it wasn't a life of poverty, hiding out in a cheap motel in one of the worst 
neighborhoods in the city. 
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PANEL 1 

Interior. A crummy supermarket. Margo is handing over a $20 bill reluctantly to an impa¬ 
tient cashier. 

CASHIER 
$19.54, honey. 

MARGO 

Prices are a little high, don't you think? 

CASHIER 

You want cheap groceries, go to where the rich folk live. 

CAPTION 

Considering my considerable wealth, it shouldn't be this way, but Khan is clever and ruth¬ 
less. 

PANEL 2 

Exterior. Cranston's estate. Men in suits walk around the property with clipboards. 
CAPTION 

He's gotten the banks to believe they can foreclose on my properties. 

PANEL 3 

Margo stands outside an ATM. The word DENIED flashes across a screen. 

CAPTION 

I know this much — it means we're broke. 

PANEL 4 

Back in the hotel room. Cranston stares off into space. Margo sits on a chair, arm s 
crossed, looking angry. 

CAPTION 

We have nowhere to go and no resources to strengthen our position. It's bad. 

PANEL 5 

Same image, but both of them are now looking toward the window as they hear a commo¬ 
tion from outside. 

VOICE #1 

This is my store. Get out of here before I call the cops. 

VOICE #2 

Cops ain't coming, bitch. 
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PANEL 1 

Cranston sits sup in bed, gesturing toward the window. Margo picks up the phone. 
CRANSTON 

You hear that? Someone's standing up to those hoods we've seen around here. He's in 
trouble. 

MARGO 

We're in trouble. I'll call the police. They'll deal with it. It's their job. 

PANEL 2 

Cranston begins, with great difficulty and — based on the grimace on his face — apparent 
pain to pull himself out of bed. Phone still in hand, Margo watches. 

MARGO 

Are you really going to try to play the hero? You can barely move. 

PANEL 3 

Cranston limps off to the bathroom, pulling a bundle of dark clothes — and a fedora — 
from the table as he walks. Margo trails after him. 

CRANSTON 

You've lost everything because my enemy wanted to keep me from doing what I do. I 
can't let that happen. 

MARGO 

And how is your getting yourself killed going to help me? 

CRANSTON 

If I'm killed, no one will bother to hunt you down. 

PANEL 4 

Close up of Margo, looking upset. 

PANEL 5 

From inside the bathroom, Margo opens the door and steps in. 

MARGO 

Maybe I was a little harsh, but— 

PANEL 6 

Margo stands in the empty bathroom, hands on her hips. A window is open, and the wind 
blows the curtains. 

MARGO 

Okay, maybe he's a little impressive. 











